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ALPHA'S ARMS 


CHARLENE 


The cruise is off... dad won't let me go it alone, even though 
I'm plenty old enough now. But then it's on again, I can go. 
On one condition: His best friend Max as chaperone. 


It feels like a dream come true, I've had a crush on dad's 
best friend forever. 


That night he almost kissed me after graduation I thought 
I'd burst. 


So close to being held in those huge arms of his... so close. 


Two whole weeks with just Max and me, alone on a cruise 
together? 


That's not a holiday, that's dying and going to heaven. 


MAX 


I used to let her hang off my arms, standing still and as tall 
as I could for ages while she played, pretending I was a tree 
or a mountain. 


Then on her graduation night, all I wanted to do, all I felt 
like doing, was taking her into my arms, holding onto her 
forever. 


I’ll never forget that night, never as long as I live. 


God, I was such a fool. To think a girl her age, a girl so 
beautiful would go for an older guy like me... 


I’d come so close to kissing her at her graduation party, her 
dad walking in when he did seemed like he rescued me 
from it but I’ve secretly hated him for it. Keeping me from 
what I know is mine. 


What I still know is mine, waiting to be claimed. 


I never got to tell her how I felt. How it was meant to be 
between us. 


When her dad asks me to chaperone Charlene on that 
cruise, my mind's made up. 


He owes me anyway, and I won't let destiny slip past a 
second time... 


*Alpha's Arms is an insta-everything standalone instalove 
romance with a HEA, no cheating, and no cliffhanger. 
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CHAPTER ONE 


( harlene 


“T know it's short notice... I know it’s not how you wanted to 
spend your vacation... me neither! I’ve been looking 
forward to this for months, Charlie’s gonna be gutted...” 


I feel my heart sinking, a weight in my gut alright, pulling 
down and making me feel ill. The trip’s off, I just know it. I 
can feel it. Dad’s not going, so neither am I. 


Why does this always happen? Always at the last minute. 


“I just couldn’t imagine her going alone... no way’ But with 
you at her side, Max? I’d feel safe sending her to the moon, 
let alone New Zealand...” 


My heart stops, and butterflies flutter in my stomach as my 
mind races at the thought. 


Max? Max going on the cruise with me instead of dad? 


I have to cover my mouth to stifle the squeals of delight that 
try to launch out of me, I feel my whole body flushing hot at 
the thought of him. The memory of him being so close... 
those big strong arms... 


My chest stiffens and I feel my nipples scraping against my 
thin white cotton tee. 


I’ve been crazy about my dad’s best friend, Max ever since I 
can remember. Always loved him as a friend of the family, 
but once my thoughts found meaning thanks to my 
hormones... I knew I had more than just a teenage crush on 
Max. 


I just wished I hadn’t made such a mess of things at my 
graduation party. I haven’t seen him since. 


But a cruise, all alone with Max... I feel a warmth radiating 
from between my legs just thinking about it. 


I moan softly, imagining his huge hands, those massive 
arms. Holding me, lifting me onto his- 


“You will! Oh, Max, I owe you one buddy! Can you make it to 
dinner tonight? Pll go over it then, just have a crazy 
schedule with this Taiwan business... I’ll have to fly out first 
thing... alright buddy, I’ll see you in a few.” 


Dad’s loud relief breaks my reverie. It feels like Christmas, 
my birthday and every special occasion all mixed into one 
magical feeling, a new celebration. 


Something I like to call.. Max. 


I’ve never been one to get physical with myself, but the 
urge to touch myself thinking about Max is overpowering, 
making me sway on the spot in the hallway, my eyes half 
closing as I think about him, my fingers circling one of my 
thick nipples. My shifting weight creaking the floorboards. 


“Charlie? That you. Can you c’mere a minute?” 


Hugging my tight chest, I pretend I’m flushed and shaking 
because I’m upset. 


“I heard you on the phone,” I tell my dad, huffing. “We’re 
not going, are we?” I fib, creasing my fake frown further. 


And the Oscar goes to... 


“Aww, honey. I know how much it meant to you, we can go 
again together, at the end of the year, I promise. Didn’t you 
hear though? I asked Max to go instead of me, he’ll be your 
chaperone.” 


Dad hugs me, and holds me as my body shakes with what 
he thinks are tears, but it’s not disappointment, it’s my 
smoldering arousal at the thought of me and Max, alone. 
Like being handed the keys to the greatest treasure 
imaginable. 


“You alright?” he asks, concerned, “You’re burning up, 
shaking... are you sick?” 


“I'm fine!” I squeak, I was just... But my dad’s phone saves 
me. He rolls his eyes, seeing it’s his work. 


“Sorry hun. I gotta take this, Max is coming for dinner.” 


He answers his phone and I stifle another squeal, skipping 
down to the kitchen to start getting dinner ready, feeling 
the slipperiness between my legs as I think about him. 


“Italian, I think,” I muse aloud, picking up the take-out 
menu from the stack by the fridge, then skipping up to my 
room to lay down, planning our meal.. planning our time 
together. 


Max and me. 


Even the thought of food isn’t doing it for me. The idea of 
Max and me alone, for two whole weeks... adjoining cabins 
too... 


I feel that hot rush again at the image of Max without his 
shirt on in my mind. His huge, thick arms chopping 
firewood, moving furniture. Every time I’ve seen his huge 
body flex with his natural strength floods my mind, making 
me moan out loud. 


I feel my hands running over my body again, down this 
time, under the top of my track pants. 


His thick, chestnut hair. Those dark eyes burning into mine 
like they did that night, his huge body towering over me, 
drawing me in closer with those big alpha male arms as he 
leaned in. 


Was he really trying to kiss me? 
You know he was. You saw the look in his eyes. 


I shudder at the thought, a fresh line of moisture escaping 
me as I prolong the memory, advancing it to the fantasy 
ending I wanted then and still want now. 


But it’s not the same. 
Laying on my back with my hands down my pants. 


I want Max down there. I need to save myself for Max, I 
know I do. 


The soft knock at my door makes me bolt upright, another 
cry escaping me. 


Dad pokes his head around the door, flapping a glossy menu 
in his hand. 


“T was thinking, Indian?” he offers apologetically, waving it 
like a white flag. 


I hold up my Italian menu. 


“I already made Italian,” I joke, and dad welcomes my 
mood. 


“Pm sorry honey, I really am. I feel awful about the cruise, 
but I really can’t get out of this Taiwan deal.” 


“Tt’s okay, dad. Max and I can keep your seat warm,” I tell 
him, catching a glimpse of myself in my mirror as I hug my 
dad. 


My eyes lit with a fire that looks almost possessed, intent on 
only one thing. 


Max. 


Giving myself to Max. Having him take me into his big 
strong arms. 


CHAPTER TWO 


M = 


Hanging up, I feel the grin on my face before I clench my 
jaw. The thick hardness, just from the thought of her is 
instant, making me bite down to stop from crying out loud. 
Calling her name. 


Bringing her to me. 


I was set to watch their place for two weeks anyway. Some 
vacation, I know. But I actually took two weeks off as soon 
as I heard they were going. 


Two weeks in Charlene’s house, even if she wasn’t there 
was better than no Charlene at all. 


The thought of having her all to myself for a full two weeks, 
no dad to gum up the works? 


My head’s shaking with disbelief. I can’t believe my good 
fortune. 


My hardness makes me moan again as I stand up, trying to 
pace but the friction from my arousal, mixed with the 
thought of her... It’s too much. 


I want to get some instant relief, to quell my passion for her. 
But I know it’s useless. 


It’s not the same. 
Save it for her. Save every drop for Charlene. 


Adding my passport to my already packed bags, it’s more 
than I could’ve hoped for. 


But what about visas? The cost of the damned thing? 


Mark’s not one to do things by halves, and if he says it’s 
been organized, then I can be damned sure he’s covered 
every detail. 


Not like he can’t afford it either. On his salary? Share of the 
whole company most likely... 


My company... Should’ve been anyway, but I don’t care 
about that anymore. That was a long time ago. 


The thought of Charlene for two weeks to work some 
private magic is compensation enough, company be 
damned. 


Everything runs in fast forward, my mind as well as the rest 
of the day until I’m watching my thick finger pressing the 
doorbell to her house. 


I can hear her before she even gets to the door. 


“T got it, dad!” She cries out, a sense of urgency to her tone, 
followed by her thumping down the hall, pausing for a 
moment behind the frosted glass before the door swings 
open. 


I stand speechless. Try as I might, I can’t help but shift my 
eyes from hers, straight to her chest. She’s not wearing a 
bra under her white cotton tee and I hope she’s done that 
deliberately, her pebbled nipples stiffening to greet me. My 


hungry eyes travel down further to her hips, making my 
breath catch. 


Fuck, those hips. 
I most certainly intend to... 


Her eyes go from mine, straight to my arms. I know she’s 
always had a thing for my arms, it’s kind of my thing. Big 
arms, but I have the body to match, which she also casts 
her eyes over as I watch her pupils dilate, as they settle on 
my now bulging crotch. 


I can only let out a low sound. Something like a growl but 
more like a moan of satisfied approval. 


My only reflex, my first instinct is to take her into my arms 
and hold her close. Shield her from the cold, from the 
world. From everything that isn’t me and me alone. 


“Ts that Max...? Honey? You’re letting all the air out.” 


Mark appears behind Charlene, his head tilting slightly as 
he registers my look as I stare at his daughter before he 
dismisses the obvious from his mind. 


“Max! Buddy, C’mon on in, sweetie, let Max through.” 


I’m herded inside, with slaps on the back and guffaws from 
Mark about how I’ve saved the day by agreeing to fill in for 
him so last minute. 


If I told him I’d already thought about taking a trip on the 
Same cruise, even had a visa already, he might be 
suspicious. But he assures me it’s all been arranged. 


“You should know, Max. The company practically owns the 
damned liner anyway... and with the trade deal I’m setting 
up for them, getting a visa for you was a simple phone call. 
Like I told ya, it’s all sorted. All you have to do is cruise, 


relax, and watch Charlie of course,” he says, squeezing my 
shoulder again as I let out another low growl, studying 
Charlene from across the room as she draws the curtains 
and starts to set the table. 


“T think I can manage that, Mark,” I growl, feeling my dick 
shift hard north as Charlene looks over at me, smiling 
sheepishly. 


“Great, just great!” Mark chimes nervously. It’s clear 
enough to me who I’m focused on, and Charlene’s eyes 
have barely left mine since I walked in. Sitting in the lounge 
hides my raging hardness for her, but anyone could tell 
what’s going on. The tension in the room is palpable. 


“Umm... okay, so you guys are setting off for Honolulu, 
tomorrow. From there the liner ships down through the 
pacific to New Zealand, which is where Charlene and I 
originally planned to stop... but the tickets are good all the 
way to Sydney, Australia,” Mark says. 


He starts enthusiastically, but as he hears what he’s saying, 
matching it with the look I must have in my eyes, he starts 
to falter. 


“Mark,” I say suddenly, looking at him with deadly 
seriousness. He looks at me, almost wincing. I hear 
Charlene swallowing hard from across the room. 


“T can’t just take your place like this... I mean, the price of 
the ticket... It’s too much. At least let me-” I start to say, 
feeling my body flex as I reach for my check book in my 
back pocket. 


Mark’s hands are a blur as he shakes them madly, 
breathing what looks like a sigh of relief, matching my look 
with his idea of how awkward he thinks I feel for taking his 
place on this trip. 


I only hope Charlene registers my look, all of me, is meant 
especially for her. 


“Put that away, mister!” Mark exclaims, “I owe you for 
this... for so many things,” he adds thoughtfully and we 
both look down, away from each other in silence until the 
chime of the door breaks it. 


“TIl get it, it must be dinner,” Charlene rasps, clearing her 
throat as she reaches the door. Mark starts up again about 
the trip but my eyes can only trace the lines of Charlene’s 
perfect behind as it winks at me through her white track 
pants as she goes down the hall to get the door. 


“Just look after my Charlie, Max. I’m trusting you, Buddy. I 
couldn’t trust anybody else,” he adds, and I look back to see 
a sincere look in his eyes, his hand out in friendship. 


Pumping his hand in mine, I only nod and growl. All I feel 
capable of whenever I’m anywhere near Charlene. 


CHAPTER TAREE 


( harlene 


Dad spends all dinner chattering like a monkey, going 
through our itinerary, but I can only feel my head nodding 
and my eyes on Max. 


He does a fine job of pretending he’s not doing the same as 
me, but it’s pretty clear by dessert that both of us are in 
deep. 


That something is happening between us which is a lot 
more than just two ships passing in the night. 


I even offer to stay home at one point, telling dad Max can 
stay right here, that we don’t have to go anywhere, but he 
looks hurt at the suggestion. 


Looking at his watch, dad winces again. 
“Tt’s still early, but I have a flight tomorrow too...” 
Max takes the hint and says he can meet us at the Airport. 


“Didn’t you bring your bags?” my dad asks, and Max grins, 
nodding in my direction again. 


“T did, I just thought...” 


“Well! You can stay here, leave your car here and we'll all 
go tomorrow, first thing. How about that?” he exclaims, 
both Max and I look happy but tortured. 


I can’t quite tell if it’s the suddenness of the trip or if like 
me, Max can’t stand the idea of him sleeping under the 
same roof as me, alone. 


Max doesn’t protest though, and I offer to make up the 
Spare room next to mine, but dad frowns. 


“TIl just take the couch,” Max says, patting the leather next 
to him and making my dad look more at ease instantly. 


“A fine plan,” he says, “A fine plan. I arranged for the 
neighbors to watch the place too, Max. You can park your 
truck in the garage. Safe as houses.” 


Maybe it is my imagination. I would’ve thought Max would 
leap at the chance to be next to my room tonight.. 


I must’ve dozed off at some point, but I swear I listened to 
the sound of my own heartbeat all night, plus my dad. He 
was up until all hours, talking on his phone to his business 
associates in Taiwan. 


Some early night. 


I growl when I hear dad knocking on my door, it’s still dark 
outside. His morning cheerfulness is a little over the top 
because Max is here and although I want Max more than 
anything, I’d literally kill for my regular eight hours which I 
needed last night. 


I almost laugh when I see Max’s face, until I catch a glimpse 
of myself in the hall mirror. He looks exactly how I look and 
feel, so I don’t even need to ask how his night on the couch 
went. 


He seems happy to see me though, but I still think I might 
be kidding myself, maybe my crush is only ever gonna be 
just that. It’s too easy to read into things when the other 
person hasn’t actually said anything. 


But what would I know? I’ve never so much as kissed a boy, 
let alone snagged a real man. 


And that’s what Max is a real man. A little moan escapes me 
as I stand, my mouth gaping as his back is turned, taking off 
his sweater, leaving him standing half naked in our living 
room. 


His whole back is a maze of muscle, flexing and popping 
with each tiny movement. His huge arms like perfectly 
sculpted tree trunks and like the rest of him, bulging in all 
the right places. 


“Honey... it’s rude to stare... how ‘bout getting ready?” My 
dad whispers in my ear suddenly, making me blush as well 
as jump but thankfully Max doesn’t notice. 


Sitting at the kitchen table, noticing it’s still dark out, Max 
and I sip strong coffee, listening to dad list off things before 
he goes back upstairs to take a shower. 


“You showering?” I ask Max, cringing internally as soon as I 
say it. But he chuckles softly. 


“I dunno. It’s up to your dad, we’re on a pretty tight 
schedule,” he jokes and I smile for the first time, relaxing in 
his company finally. 


“He’s pretty wound up,” I observe. 


“Yeah... If I know Mark, he’s been up all night and about 
due to flake, right when we need to get going,” Max tells 
me, and I remember that he’s known my dad his whole life, 
not just mine. 


“All packed?” Max asks, changing the subject and draining 
his coffee. Like my dad, he seems tense as well, like we all 
just want this part to be over so we can... 


Well. I have no idea what Max has in mind, but I’ll feel a hell 
of a lot better once we’re alone. 


I think. 


“I'm ready,” I tell him, trying to add a sexy note to my voice, 
which croaks but instead of being embarrassed, I laugh 
with Max. 


“Well. I’m glad you’re ready,” Max says, getting serious, his 
own voice growing deep. He’s about to tell me something, 
when we both hear the whirlwind of dad rushing down the 
stairs, reminding us both the car to the airport will be here 
any minute. 


“We’ll be there before you know it,” Max says, my fingers 
brushing his as I take his coffee cup, sending a shiver 
through me as he gives me a little wink. 


That isn’t my imagination. 
“Honey! Haven’t you showered yet? Max? What’re you doin’ 
buddy, we gotta move.” 


Dad’s voice is getting higher and he’s more wound up than 
ever. I can tell he’s nervous about more then just his 
business trip or letting me travel without him, even with a 
chaperone. 


Both Max and I can tell at a glance, in the way dad’s 
studying us both that he’s having second thoughts about 


the whole thing, but it’s too late. 


We really are going and like he says, we have to get moving 
if we’re going to be on time. 


CHAPTER FOUR 


M x 


“I forgot what a pain in the ass you are when you get 
stressed,” I remind Mark, who flushes with momentary 
anger, then embarrassment. 


Charlene has her ear buds in, so I know she’s not listening, 
her dark sunglasses show me her eyes are closed every 
time the sun beams through the smoky lenses as the private 
car whisks us silently towards the airport. 


“And I meant what I said about looking out for Charlene,” 
Mark counters, putting on his boss face for my benefit, as if 
he’s only just picking up where he left off with his huge list 
of do’s and don’ts. 


He picks up on my reaction, which is a mixture of guilt, but 
mostly defiance. 


Charlene is already mine, she was as soon as she 
graduated. 


I just need to claim her properly. 


“TIl look out for her Mark, you know I will,” I growl, feeling 
my jaw tighten. The memories of the past between us 
bubbling up. 


“I know you'll look out for yourself, Mark. You always 
have...” I add cuttingly with a dry smile. 


At first he pretends not to listen, but then seeing Charlene 
can’t hear us he rolls his eyes and leans in close, his voice 
hoarse with tension. 


“T only did what you wouldn’t do, Max. I took something 
that was in plain sight, opportunity... don’t judge me for it 
all these years later. I thought we were well past that.” 


I sit back, smiling as I digest his words. 
Taking something that’s in plain sight... an opportunity... 
I can’t wait to remind Mark of those words, and soon. 


“I am past it Mark. I left the company after you stole my 
ideas and called them your own, remember?” 


I went on to set up my own company, a rival to the one Mark 
now practically runs, but it was never as big. Always looked 
like I was the one trying to copy him, when in reality it was 
Mark who took my ideas and ran with them. 


I almost resented him, but once I found out firsthand how 
stressful it was managing a company even half that size, I 
figured he was the better man for that job. 


Now, I mind my own business. 


We stayed friends. Competitive in business and in our 
personal life but everything changed the day he invited me 
to Charlene’s graduation. 


I knew then that I didn’t want her to get back at Mark or 
anything like that. I knew then that I loved her. That I do 


love her, more than anything in the world. 
More than any business or money. 


Charlene unplugs her ear buds and sensing some tension 
between me and her dad, she asks if everything’s alright. 


“Fine, honey,” Mark lies, “We’re just talking about old times. 
Oh! We’ll be there any minute... Now, Max. I have to go on 
ahead after I drop you two at the gate but everything you 
need, tickets, everything... it’s all right here.” 


He passes me a leather portfolio, embossed with his initials. 


“The ship’s captain will have your visa ready and waiting, 
before you leave port... and all your luggage will be 
onboard by the time you get there, it’s all been arranged,” 
he adds knowingly. And I do know Mark, he loves being in 
charge of things, even from behind the scenes. 


But there’s one thing you can’t control, ol’ buddy... the old 
heartstrings, and I can feel them being tugged, hard. 


Once we’re at the airport I watch as Mark does what he 
does best, fuss over Charlene and makes sure she has 
everything she needs before we leave him at the gate. He 
has his own flight, but his only concern is Charlene. 


It’s touching, and I don’t deny him his love for his daughter, 
but I do feel like enough’s enough, at one point we do need 
to go. 


Hugging me like a brother, he reminds me of my charge, 
whispering in my ear, “Look after her, Max. I’m counting on 
you buddy, no more skeletons in the closet?” 


He holds me back from him by my arms, his hands unable to 
even get a proper grip on them, his brows raised in a 
question. 


He always makes this face, the one he knows will make me 
laugh whenever I get too serious. I have a lot of history with 
Mark, good and bad, but he’s still my best friend. It’s what 
makes us so close is that we respect our frequent and 
mutual disdain for each other. 


It’s a guy thing and it’s complicated. 


“No skeletons,” I murmur, out of earshot of Charlene, “and 
you know Ill look after her,” I add, meaning it. Her welfare, 
safety and happiness is my only concern. 


That and the little business of me claiming her as mine, but 
we don’t need to discuss that right now. 


I'll cross that burning bridge when I get to it. 


Once Mark's final instructions fade as we get clear of the 
gate, I have to fight the natural urge to take Charlene’s 
hand into mine as we approach security. 


My hand’s out and she flushes a deep red when she sees it, 
but for whatever reason, it’s not time for that. Not yet. 


“Gimme your bag,” I say, a reason for having my hand out. 
And I take it from her, noticing how heavy it is for hand 
luggage, watching her eyes grow wide again as I can tell 
she’s looking at my arms, my body and I’m looking at hers. 
Thinking about how much longer I have to wait before I can 
have her all to myself. 


“I can’t believe this is happening,” she says dreamily, 
“We're finally alone.” 


Hearing her say it, hearing the tremor in her voice makes 
me grip our bags harder, counting the seconds until we’re 
completely alone. 


But then what happens? This is as new to me as I think it is 
to Charlene. 


I haven’t got an exact plan that goes past where we are 
right at this moment. 


And you know what? For the first time in my life, not having 
a plan except for having Charlene next to me seems to be 
working best. Nature’s running her course, and I know it’s 
only a matter of time before what’s rightfully mine is 
returned to me for good. 


CHAPTER FIVE 


( harlene 


I’m tired, but thrilled. I can’t believe it’s finally just me and 
Max. And I think he feels the same. 


I’m so tired from my lack of sleep and this daydream 
sensation, feeling like I have to pinch myself to make sure 
it’s real. 


My encounter with the stewardess makes it real. Crashing 
back down to earth real. 


She’s all smiles when she sees Max, but as I emerge from 
behind him her face falls. 


“And this is your... daughter?” she asks, looking at her 
folder than scanning me from head to toe, making a face as 
she pauses at my middle. 


“This is Charlene,” Max says politely, but sounding strained, 
“Problem?” 


I get the feeling Max has plenty to say but is keeping his 
cool for my benefit. 


“Uhhh. Yeah, there might be a problem,” she says matter of 
fact, picking up on the fact Max isn’t not playing along with 
her Malibu Barbie act. He’s ignored her fluttering eyes and 
the fake chest she’s jutted out for his benefit and now she’s 
wounded. 


Apart from that she doesn’t look like she knows which end 
of the plane points which way. 


“There was a change of plans, I’m taking Mr. Canning 
place.” 


“Its not that,” Barbie snaps, rolling her eyes and looking 
like she needs a bag to breathe into as she looks me up and 
down again. “It’s a matter of seating.” 


Max looks around the empty airplane. There’s like two 
other passengers on board. 


“Seating...” he growls and I see his body start to tense up 
under his clothes but he thinks better of it, turning to me 
instead and giving a friendly shrug while her royal highness 
sighs and trots off to make a phone call. 


“You okay?” Max asks, suddenly looking more tired than 
ever until he sees me pull a small smile. 


“Im okay, it happens a lot... slightly oversized girl meets 
perfect womankind,” I tell him softly, noticing my voice 
catch at the end. 


“Hey!” Max says, putting our bags on the nearest seat and 
taking me by the elbows. 


“Where’d that come from? I don’t recall Charlene Canning 
being so easily put off, especially by that,” he says, jerking 
his head back a little. 


I look past him and notice the stewardess twirling the 
phone cord and rolling her eyes, which then narrow once 


she sees me again. 


I thought I’d escaped this sort of thing, paying to go places 
where people get paid to act nice. I guess I was wrong. 


People are always the same in the end. Shallow and all 
about good looks versus whatever it is I look like. 


“She liked you fine until she saw me,” I tell Max, huffing and 
suddenly feeling like I want to go home, not believing 
anyone could be interested in me if a stewardess can’t even 
hold back from judging me. 


Tiredness, emotional overload and just being fed up with 
people like that makes me want to... 


Don’t cry. You are not gonna cry over this. 


I feel my lower lip tremble, but then Max’s thumb and 
forefinger hold my head up, his dark eyes blazing with 
intensity as he looks into mine. 


“I don’t want her to like me, Charlene... I want you to...” he 
starts to say, and I feel him drawing close again. Like that 
night of my graduation party. His warmth pulling me in 
closer as I shiver, my lips parting slightly. 


“Uh... Mr. Bower? Miss Canning? I’m really sorry for the 
mix-up. I’ll take you to your seats.” 


Max’s eyes narrow, then widen as he smiles. I don’t want 
this moment to end, but he promises me it doesn’t have to. 
“To be continued,” he growls softly, smiling and letting his 
hand linger on my chin as my hand traces his arm through 
his sleeve. 


He turns away and I’m surprised to see a much more 
cheerful, professional lady who I might add is a normal size 
and is more than apologetic about our reception on the 
plane. 


“Pm Hillary,” she announces, deliberately putting herself 
between us and Malibu Barbie gone wrong. “There was a 
change in the ticketing which somebody wasn’t aware of,” 
she says quietly, rolling her eyes, “but we’re on top of it 
now, you'll both be in first class. Right this way.” 


I want to poke my tongue out, or worse to the other 
stewardess, but she slips behind the class curtain partition 
with a violent swish as she draws it closed, leaving her 
behind forever. 


Settling us into our seats, Hillary’s only remark on the 
empty plane is a sign of things to come, I hope. 


“Just happens some days, planes is almost empty. Must be 
your lucky day,” she chimes and sensing how tired we are 
she gives us plenty of space before we take off. 


Max smiles across at me and I breathe easy. His eyes telling 
me he hasn’t forgotten his ‘to be continued’ comment. 


And it hits me. 
This is real. 


I’m on a plane with Max, who almost kissed me for the 
second time in a year and now we're going on a cruise 
alone... together... and he’s said ‘to be continued.’ 


I thought it had all gone south, super awkward. But now the 
biggest issue is these first class seats are so big, more like 
booths, that Max and I are further apart than I’d like, but 
he’s got his eyes on me the whole time and mine on him. 


That is, until we take off. Despite myself I fall asleep almost 
instantly. 


It's five and a half hours to Honolulu and the whole time I 
dream I’m kissing Max, and he’s kissing me back. The plane 
touching down jolts me awake, and I see Max still watching 


me, smiling to himself as I wipe a line of drool from my 
mouth knowing I probably snored too. 


“I slept the whole way too, don’t worry,” Max assures me, 
looking over at me intently but I know he didn’t. I know he 
just sat there watching me the whole time. 


If he can look me in the eye, let alone smile after watching 
me sleep, he’s a keeper. 


Max is the one, I just know he is. 


I don’t why he’d want me, but I’m not gonna miss my 
chance. 


CHAPTER SIX 


M = 


She tried to stay awake for me, I know she did. But I can 
tell she needed her eight hours and watching her sleep the 
whole way was the next best thing to holding her. 


Mark hasn’t spared any expense, and after a first class trip 
to the islands, it’s another town car taking us straight to the 
pier. 


I’m feeling like we have some real privacy for once, but just 
as I open my mouth to say so, just as I consider sliding over 
next to Charlene instead of sitting across from her, my cell 
phone buzzes. 


A message from Mark, which I tactfully ignore until 
Charlene’s phone rings seconds later. 


I don’t hide my annoyance, which Charlene picks up on but 
doesn’t share. She’s as close to her dad as he is protective 
of her. 


I stare out the window, growling to myself as she talks to 
her dad about the flight, telling him the truth; that she slept 


the whole way. 
Do I want to talk to him? 
No. 


She jokes about how grouchy I must get without sleep, 
maybe she’s right. 


Or maybe it’s just people getting in my way, preventing me 
from claiming what’s mine. 


I remind myself that we’re almost there, that I’ll have her 
all to myself for at least two weeks. 


Charlene pouts once she’s off the phone with her dad, 
looking worried that I didn’t want to talk to him. 


“I just saw him a few hours ago,” I hear myself saying 
gruffly, still sounding annoyed. 


“T know... he’s just worried about me,” Charlene chimes, 
biting her lip, making me wonder if she’s wondering if it’s 
‘to be continued’ time yet. 


I thought I could be more patient, I thought just the two of 
us alone would make things easier. But if Mark’s gonna call 
every time I even think about getting close to Charlene, 
then I’ve got my work cut out for me. 


“I can switch my phone off,” Charlene offers, reading my 
thoughts, confirming everything I’ve been thinking. 


“Better not,” I suggest, lightening up as I notice how hard 
she’s actually trying to please me. 


“We don’t want your dad just turning up if you stop 
answering your phone.” 


We both chuckle, then grow silent, knowing that it’s 
something her dad probably would do. 


“TU call him later,” I lie, and Charlene opens her mouth to 
say something, but the blare of car horns, then screeching 
of tires as the car pitches sideways stops her. 


My heart stops, but only because I see the look of fear in 
her eyes. A look I never want to see again. 


Her open mouth is rocketing towards me, her arms out as 
mine grab her, cushioning her safely and preventing her 
from any harm as the car screeches to a halt. 


Our mouths almost touching, she’s in my arms, her whole 
body pressing against mine as our hearts pound out their 
own beat, signaling to us both that we’re only delaying the 
inevitable. 


“Are you alright?” I ask her, “Just tell me you’re safe.” 


Her eyes darken as her pupils dilate, an inch from mine, her 
breathe hot on my lips as she whispers the one thing I need 
to hear, making my length instantly thicken and harden 
against my pants. 


“To be continued.” 


I grip the back of her head with both of my hands and 
despite the commotion outside the car, our mouths collide 
in a frenzy of passion, seizing the moment and cramming 
every ounce of each other into one another as her tongue 
rolls over mine. 


My hands move from her head to her chest, squeezing both 
her breasts and drawing a low moan from her as her hands 
trace the outline of my arms as they flex through my 
sleeves, pumping in time with my hands as the reach to 
stroke her thick, pebbled nipples under her shirt. 


“Oh... Max...” she gaps, pulling away only long enough to 
tell me, “I want you... I’ve always wanted you...” she 


whimpers and I can only reply by kissing her harder, 
answering any question, dissolving any doubt she might 
have if she thinks I don’t feel exactly the same way. 


The driver opens the passenger door, then closes it again 
just as quickly, I’m waving him away with my hand, not 
wanting anything else to interrupt this moment. 


He had a near miss with the car, it happens and because I 
have Charlene safe in my arms now, I can forgive that. I’m 
glad he did swerve and skid when he did. 


It put Charlene right in my arms, where she belongs. 


Keeping the privacy screen up for the rest of the way, which 
is nowhere near long enough, I vow to have her at the 
nearest opportunity. 


“You’re mine, Charlene,” I growl in her ear, breathing in the 
scent of her hair as I smooth it back from her sweet face, 
which I greedily kiss again. 


“TIl make you mine properly once we’re on board, then 
every minute after that.” 


Charlene tries to stammer a reply as I groan loudly, her 
hands running over the bulge at the front of my pants as 
mine are still exploring her chest, working their way down 
to the space between her legs, which I can feel is hot 
through her clothes. 


She looks past me suddenly and then I see it. 
I see them. 


The driver’s about to open the door again and Charlene 
scoots back over to her side, leaving me wanting nothing 
else but more of her in my arms, but I feel exposed when 
the car door swings open. 


The bright light reflecting from outside is dazzling, and 
there’s a whole row of men in uniform, waiting for what 
looks like some kind of formal reception. 


“You have to get out now,” the driver announces 
apologetically, sticking his head through the door and 
shrugging. 


“The Captain’s waiting.” 


Mark wasn’t horsing around when he said the ship was 
influenced by his company, it’s a V.I.P ticket he’s given me 
which means the whole bridge crew is out to meet and 
greet us both, welcoming us aboard before any other 
passengers. A line up of limos and Hummers behind us with 
all the other special guests and passengers who paid for the 
luxury experience tells me we're the first to board. 


Hurriedly straightening the thick bulge in my pants to ride 
straight up, I help Charlene out of the car, keeping her 
close and we’re introduced to the captain and his crew. 


“Pleasure to meet you, Mr. Bower, Mr. Canning has given 
me instructions to make sure your stay with us is a special 


n 


one. 


I feel a growl brewing deep in my throat, but Charlene 
saves me from making an ass of myself, shaking hands and 
thanking the Captain for what I think is just ass-kissing. 


The upshot is though, as much as I thought we’d be alone 
all the time, the damned Captain’s put his hand in to have 
us at dinner, give us a tour of the ship and a whole bunch of 
other crap that isn’t me claiming and then enjoying what’s 
rightfully mine. 


Pleasing my woman is what I want to be doing, not listening 
to somebody justify their existence, telling me how they 
plan to interrupt me for two weeks. 


CHAPTER SEV EN 
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What I thought was the end of my life is really the 
beginning. 


The screech of tires, my life flashing before my eyes as I 
think we’re going to be in a fatal car wreck, only to end up 
safe in Max’s strong alpha male arms. 


Better than that, him kissing me finally. It’s not because 
we’re waiting for that special moment any more, we can’t. 


There just isn’t time to wait for things to be ‘just right.’ I 
need him and I know he wants me more than anything now. 


Finally. 
It’s not my imagination. 


If anything we probably both feel a bit dumb for having let 
it drag on when we should’ve just dived in. To each other. 


I could tell myself I should’ve kissed him at my graduation 
party a thousand times but it wouldn’t matter. 


I’ve kissed him now and I know he wants more than just 
kisses in the back of a limo. 


I put my arm in his as he helps me out of the car, which 
moves up straight away to let the others behind it move up. 
There’s a length of red carpet, a special walkway leading up 
to the ship, which is as tall as a building. 


My heart’s doing somersaults. The trip of a lifetime, in style 
and on the arm of the man who just gave me my first real 
kiss. Making me vow to myself to give him so much more 
than that. 


My legs are jelly as we walk down the red carpet, being 
introduced to the Captain and welcomed aboard the ship. I 
feel way under-dressed for the occasion but Max’s firm 
hand on the small of my back and his strong arm leading 
mine make me think about anything but how I look right 
now. 


I only want to be shown to a cabin, anywhere private so we 
can continue what we started in the car. 


“We’ll see you at my table for dinner tonight?” The Captain 
offers, more or less telling me so. Something he would’ve 
arranged with my dad, I’m sure. Another way to keep eyes 
on me while I travel ‘alone.’ 


But the only thing I want eaten right now isn’t on the ship’s 
menu, and from the way Max is growling and touching me 
when he can as we’re shown to our cabins tells me I’m in 
for more than just a cruise. 


I’m floating in my own ocean of wetness by the time we 
finally reach our suites. The whole ship is like a series of 
shopping malls, joined together with Olympic sized 
everything. Pools, running tracks and endless outdoor 
activity areas. 


The thing is so big, I can’t believe it’s actually a ship that 
sails let alone floats. 


The cabins and suites are on various decks, and we’re 
above sea level, making me feel better about the whole 
thing. 


Max plays along as the steward shows him to his suite first, 
and he disappears until I’m shown into mine. 


There’s a single, loud thud of a knock at the door 
separating the two rooms, and in seconds I’m in his arms 
again as he grips me tight, kissing me harder than ever. 


“I’m gonna make you mine, Charlene... I’ve waited too 
long,” he whispers into my ear, kissing my neck all the way 
to my chest before biting me gently on each breast, making 
me squeal with delight. 


“Mine,” Max growls again, and I let myself finally let go, 
swooning in his big strong arms as he scoops me up like I 
weigh nothing, carrying me over to his huge double bed in 
his suite. 


He doesn’t take his eyes off me once, and I wriggle on the 
spot, excited, horny as hell and also slightly terrified at the 
thought of him seeing me naked. 


The trade-off is getting to see him naked, getting to have 
Max in between my legs, and sensing my apprehension, he 
gets the ball rolling. 


Peeling off his jacket, and then finally his skin tight tee, I 
feel my dampness grow to what feels like a steady stream, 
my mouth as wide as my legs are, moaning at each move he 
makes as each muscle in his perfect body flexes as he 
undresses. 


I’m stunned at how quickly and shamelessly he undresses 
completely, only wanting to look into my eyes before he 
moves them away just long enough to run them over my 
body, narrowing them when he sees what I already feel as 
pure heat radiating from my mound, making him growl with 
pleasure. 


“I’ve waited for this a long time, Charlene. Now you’re 
finally going to be mine.” 


I feel my head pumping, my tongue rolling over my lips and 
my whole body trembling as I try my best to help him get 
me out of my clothes, leaving my pants for last. 


“Tell me you want to be mine,” he demands, slipping my 
jeans off me and tossing them over his shoulder. 


I feel all hesitation fall away from the look in his eyes, wide 
with appreciation for what he sees, his huge hands, running 
up the inside of my thighs, gently parting them. Drawing 
those huge arms of his within reach, and I feel my own 
hands disappear in their huge size as I trace lines with my 
fingers across his flexing muscles. 


“Tm yours,” I murmur, shivering and then jerking suddenly 
as he rips my panties off, revealing just how wet I am down 
there, making him shake his head in disbelief and me purr 
then shudder as I feel the first waves of what feels like my 
climax coming already. 


“Oh no you don’t,” Max growls, lowering himself down 
between my legs as I let my head sink back, missing the 
view of his thick manhood standing at attention already. The 
thick bead of clear liquid running from it showing me he’s 
just as turned on as I am. 


This is really happening. 


“You'll come where and when I tell you,” he continues, 
making me moan out loud again as his whole mouth covers 
me, sending waves of delight through my sex, straight up 
my spine and into my brain, which feels like its imploded. 


Hearing him talk to me in a strong, commanding voice is too 
much. Mixed with his deep, low moans as he flicks my 
swollen clit with his tongue. His smooth mouth covers me, 
his light stubble tickling me and his fingers opening me as 
wide as he can so he can take all of me into his mouth. 


I start to buck, whimpering his name and clawing at the 
back of his head. I want this to last forever but I can’t hold 
back the waves about to break over me. 


One of his huge hands gripping my rump and squeezing me 
tight, spreading my cheeks wide in time with what his 
mouth is doing leaves me breathless. 


The whole world stops and both his hands suddenly take my 
hips as I thrust hard against his face, drenching him with 
my essence as I shriek, laugh and moan his name in one 
prolonged cry that tells him I’m his. 


And tells me that I’m home. 


He’s the one. 


CHAPTER EIGHT 


M x 


She’s so close, I had no idea she was so turned on or maybe 
it’s just she feels the same way I do. I’m sure I’m about to 
blow my load as soon as I see her perfect body naked, but I 
need to pleasure her more than anything else. 


I need to stake my claim. 


As soon as she answers me, as soon as she tells me she’s 
mine, I can hardly contain myself. Seeing she’s about to 
climax just from my touch puts me into overdrive. 


She wants me more than I thought. 
This is actually happening. 


If I was going to take her anywhere, somewhere special to 
claim Charlene as my own, it would be somewhere like this. 
A five star room with all the trimmings is great, but it’s the 
solitude, just the two of us that makes it special. 


It lets her know how much she means to me when I start to 
show her with my body just how much I’ve been craving 
hers. 


Tasting her for the first time, knowing she’ll never be tasted 
by another, knowing I’m finally getting what I’ve waited for 
makes me the happiest man alive. 


She’s trying, for me. She’s trying to hold back, but her 
passion, her arousal is too great and in no time at all I’m 
showered with her first release. I’m so proud of her, so 
grateful to have her now. 


But there’s something else. 


“What is it?” I ask her, noting her pensive look once her 
climax subsides, leaving her shuddering as I support her in 
my arms. 


But I know. 


She smiles knowingly but I can tell she wants to tell me, so I 
let her. 


“TIm a virgin, Max... I’ve never even...” 


I shake my head as I kiss her, she doesn’t need to explain 
anything to me. 


“You’re so beautiful, Charlene,” I tell her. 


“First, you tell me you’re mine, that you’ll give yourself to 
me and now I know I'll be your first. Your only.” 


She looks relieved but still a little reserved. 


“T just don’t get how you could want me,” she finally says, 
looking up and away from me, her lip starting to tremble in 
time with her body. 


I draw the comforter up over us to warm her, pulling her 
closer and holding her tighter than ever. 


“I don’t think you understand just how much I want you,” I 
whisper to her in a gruff tone, kissing the top of her head 


and feeling my hot stiffness pressing into her belly, I can’t 
help but groan with pleasure as she purrs under me. 


“I’ve wanted you since your graduation party... I should’ve 
just told you but I thought you’d reject me because I’m an 
older man,” I tell her honestly. 


Her hands circle my thick heat and start to pump me slowly, 
making me growl low and my breathing quicken. 


“T want you so bad, Charlene.” 


“And I want you, Max, I really do... right now... I want you to 
take me, right here.” 


An animal sound escapes me, and I growl, “Tell me you 
want this inside you. Tell me how much you need it,” I 
demand. 


But her hands have already shown me, circling her slick 
opening with the smooth rounded head of my cock, making 
me groan as it starts to twitch in her hands. 


“Max,” she whimpers, leaning back and opening her legs 
wider, gripping me harder and already starting to guide me 
inside her. 


“Tell me what you want,” I growl, my jaw clenched, 
swallowing hard and swearing under my breath as I feel 
myself starting to enter her tight virgin pussy. 


“T want this, Max... I want you inside me... I want...” but she 
can’t finish. We both moan loudly as I slip deeper inside her, 
the slightest sensation of resistance before her body yields 
to mine fully. We both look into each other’s wide eyes as I 
fill her completely, making her gasp again and me feel like 
I’ve found the missing part of myself. The lock for the key to 
a heart I knew was out there somewhere. 


Now I’ve found her, now we're both one. 


Once we're locked together, I feel relief as well as pleasure. 
I’m not worried about anything anymore. Charlene is mine 
and I know she wants me as much as I needed to claim her 
as my own. 


We both relax into the sensations of each other, my hands 
relishing her curves. My body glad for her thick thighs, her 
perfect ass and the landscape of her chest I vow to spend 
the rest of my life exploring. 


We’re a perfect fit and I quickly discover that although a 
first timer, Charlene likes it rough as well as gentle. 


Feeling her building up to her second climax after some 
time, her own moans turn more animalistic, from kitten to 
growling lioness as she starts to take charge of her own 
pleasure. 


“Fuck me, Max... give it to me... all of it, come inside me 
Max, I want it now...” she urges me, quickening her pace as 
her hips thrust up against my body, both my hands 
kneading her ass while I pound into her at a rapid pace, the 
friction between us escalating my own release in a matter 
of minutes. 


Our eyes lock again, and the furious motion of our bodies, 
tangled together in the heat of passion finally ascends into 
our first climax together, which we share. 


I growl her name and she stammers mine as we both feel 
something, more than just a climax to our shared arousal. 


Something special. 
Something magical. 


My hands move from her ass to her chest, then to cradle 
her face as she runs her hands over my arms, quivering like 


the rest of our two bodies as we enjoy wave after wave of 
aftershocks of pleasure. 


“Did you feel that?” she asks me, her teeth almost 
chattering and I smile, hearing my voice full of emotion as I 
answer. 


“T sure did,” I tell her, “I sure did.” I feel proud again. Proud 
of Charlene and of our future. The new life I know we'll 
have together, the new life that will bring us closer together 
than ever. 


And I just know her dad Mark is gonna have more than one 
thing to say about that. 


But what he doesn’t know won’t hurt him, for now. 


CHAPTER NINE 
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Lying half asleep in Max’s arms, gripping one of his big 
strong arms while his other circles me from behind, I 
decide I could stay like this forever. I know I’ve found 
genuine peace and happiness. 


The knocking at both our doors, plus the chiming of my cell 
phone reminds me that there’s more going on right now 
than just Max and me, losing my virginity and finding the 
man of my dreams. 


“T think I should get that,” I murmur, feeling more than 
chilled air as my body leaves the warmth and safety of 
Max’s arms. 


Phone or door? Which is it to be first? 


I answer the phone, pressing it to my ear as I spy a 
complimentary robe which I slip on before opening the 
door. 


Max does the same, but his low growls and curses under his 
breath tell me he’s none too happy about it. 


Our luggage. We kinda have to receive it and sign for it, 
along with a welcome basket from the Captain, and 
something else I don’t catch with my dad in my ear at the 
same time. 


“Honey? Are you alright? I heard there was a near miss in 
the car on the way over.” 


My dad’s voice sounds thin, crackling on an airplane phone. 
I feel a stab of annoyance, like he’s spying on us or 
something, but I know he’s just worried about me. 


About us. 


“I’m fine, dad. How’d you find that out?” I ask, more than 
curious just how much is being reported back to him 
directly. 


“Oh, I have my sources,” he says jovially, but there’s a 
serious edge to his voice which is unmistakable. 


“Is Max there?” he asks, the same edge getting a little 
sharper. 


Fuck. He knows... How can he know? 


“Max is in his cabin, dad, we just got here, our luggage has 
arrived. I’m signing for it now.” 


Dad makes his apologies and excuses himself, telling me 
he’s only worried and promises to leave me alone, at least 
until later. 


“TIl call you once I land, just to make sure you’re okay... I 
wish I was there, honey.” 


And I’m so glad he isn’t. 


I love my dad, but Max is the best thing to ever happen to 
me, and our special time alone means more to me than 
anything right now. 


“TIl talk later, Dad. Gotta go.” 


Hanging up, I notice Max in the doorway between our 
suites, a dark look as he glances at his own phone. 


“Fifteen messages?” he growls, and I can tell dad’s being 
more than just a tad overprotective from a distance. 


“He’ll settle down in a day or two,” I tell Max, who knows 
dad better than me and we both share a concerned look. 


“Just... let’s just worry about us, okay?” I suggest, and Max 
smiles, shaking off his mood and hugging me tight, his 
newfound appreciation for me already hard again and 
pressing against me. 


“Did you get a gift basket too?” I ask, trying to focus as my 
eyes naturally close, wanting to leap up into Max’s arms 
and roll back onto my bed so he can stuff me full all over 
again. 


But I restrain myself. We just did it... I can’t do it again so 
soon, can I? 


Isn’t that slutty? 


Max’s growling murmurs answer at least one of my 
questions. 


“Did you get a basket?” I ask him again, giggling as he 
sucks at my neck. 


“Yeah, I got a basket,” he drones, “Booze and nuts plus a 
bunch of other stuff I never eat.” 


“And a personal invitation to the Captain’s table for dinner,” 
I groan, unfolding the envelope over his shoulder and 
reading the first few lines of the folded note handed to me 
by the steward before he left. 


“Formal attire,” I murmur, “Do you have a tux in your 
luggage by any chance?” I ask Max and he pulls himself 
back, looking at me quizzically. 


“And I don’t have a dinner gown handy either,” I tell him, 
wondering why on earth the Captain’s so interested in us. 
But my dad’s call and all his messages to Max kind of offer 
me a clue. 


“We won't go,” Max tells me casually. “We can order food 
through room service... Plus, I know what I’m having,” he 
says in a deep voice, making me shiver when his hand 
disappears inside my robe, making me shudder as I forget 
everything for a moment, lost in his touch. 


“T think my dad knows,” I hear myself telling Max, sounding 
like a confession. 


“Knows what?” he asks me, his hands finding the front 
opening of my robe as his feet push mine a little wider 
apart, making me gasp. 


“He knows...” I say dramatically, punching Max’s chest 
lightly. 


“He’ll know when we see him, that’s for sure,” he adds. 


“How do you mean?” I ask, the nervousness in my voice 
showing. 


I want Max, I really do but I don’t want to have any 
confrontation with my dad. I just know he wouldn’t approve, 
and that’s putting it mildly. 


Another knock at the cabin doors makes both of us jump 
and then roll our eyes, laughing softly. 


“Will this never end?” I ask Max, who looks at me intently. 


“I hope not,” he says softly, and pecks my lips before 
striding over to answer his door and leaving me to answer 
mine. 


Another delivery, as if the genie of the lamp has been 
summoned, a suspiciously pre-arranged gown and beautiful 
pair of shoes. 


Max stands in the doorway again, dumbfounded, then more 
annoyed than ever as he tears the tissue paper from his 
delivery. A gorgeous silk tuxedo. 


“T have no idea,” I offer, before he can say anything, but we 
both know it's dad’s doing. 


Nobody else would know my size and as much as it feels a 
little over the top, it all fits perfectly and after Max makes 
faces, groans and swears a bit, he looks like a prince 
charming in his tux, even if it is a little tight around the 
arms. 


“We’re not going!” he says defiantly, his eyes glaring, 
holding his look until he has to laugh because despite 
wanting to keep me all to himself, I can tell Max feels like I 
do in new clothes. 


Pretty special, and like we ought to go out and show 
everyone, Captain’s table included just how good we look. 
How happy we are. 


“Pm having a bath before dinner then,” I announce, 
slipping out of the new gown and poking my tongue out at 
Max. “What are you gonna do?” I tease him before I have to 
leap over to him, stopping him from tearing his tuxedo off. 


“Bath,” he growls, eyeing my nakedness up and down, and 
at the risk of ruining his tux myself, I can’t help but stroke 
his front before we discover how deep the first class baths 
are, and that they have built in Jacuzzi jets. 


CHAPTER TEN 


M x 


I’ve never been big on baths or tuxedos, but with Charlene, 
I want both because she wants them. I want her to be 
happy and compromising to make it so is the easiest thing 
when her nakedness is pressed against me for hours as I 
run my hands over her from behind as she lays back against 
me in the bath. 


“Did my dad really steal your ideas, did he take your 
company from you?” Charlene asks me suddenly. 


I hug her closer from behind, breathing out long and slow, 
figuring she may have had her ear buds in her ears in the 
car to the airport, but that doesn’t mean she wasn’t 
listening. 


“He didn’t exactly steal my ideas,” I tell her honestly, “... he 
just used them to get a better position, and didn’t argue 
when everyone assumed they were his,” I add calmly, 
surprised at how much it really doesn’t bother me anymore. 


I got what I want in this life, if I lost a few ‘original ideas’ 
along the way, meh. 


“You could’ve stopped it though?” she asks and I frown, 
“Sure I could’ve... but...” 


“But you let him take the promotions, then the position that 
you had,” she adds, sounding confused. 


“It was a long time ago, Charlene. Your mom had just left 
and your dad really needed stability, for both of you. I knew 
how important your future was to him, how much it still is,” 
I add, squeezing her again and kissing her head. 


“And you don’t bear a grudge?” she asks, craning her head 
to look up at me as I kiss her again. 


“Nope. I started my own company, made it without any 
pressure that a corporation has, and made none of the 
same mistakes twice... Plus...” I almost add that I got her as 
the ultimate reward, but I don’t say so. It’s not my 
motivation for having Charlene anyway, but it is a sweet 
cherry on the cake, I must say. 


“We'll be late,” I observe, making a mental note of the 
brand of bath and Jacuzzi, deciding it’s a must have for our 
future home. 


“Fashionably late,” Charlene says and I feel a flush of pride 
for her again. All her self-consciousness, and self-doubt 
seems to be shrinking away. 


She’s not a girl anymore, she’s a woman. 


My woman and I’m proud of her for stepping into her own 
so quickly. 


We’re late, and although the Captain is a gracious host, 
there’s a few scowls from the other guests as we are seated 
at the formally set, huge dining table, closest to the Captain 
himself. 


Like baths and tuxedos, formal dining and social one- 
upmanship has never been my thing, and I can see pretty 
quickly that Charlene feels out of her depth too. 


Fortunately, there’s plenty of loud, open mouths and 
enough booze to keep most of the table entertained 
amongst themselves. 


The Captain’s a teetotaler, and we both earn brownie points 
quickly once he realizes we’re not drinkers. 


Excusing himself early, the Captain leans in close, “I can see 
you have things well in hand, looking after Mr. Canning’s 
daughter. I have an early start, so will bid you goodnight,” 
he says, and without much ceremony, he leaves us at a 
crowded table full of people who mostly frown at us, 
wanting to talk about things none of us have in common. 


“All that effort for an early night,” I murmur to Charlene, 
who looks down at her lap, suddenly looking uncomfortable. 


Following where her eyes have just been, I spot a guy 
opposite, flushed red with drink and recognize the leering 
look in his red, glazed eyes as they fixate on Charlene. 


My Charlene. 
Mine. 


I hear the low growl before I feel it, before I feel Charlene’s 
hand in mine under the table as she squeezes it gently 
begging me to let it go. 


But I can’t. 


The sleaze is in uniform, a member of the crew and I can 
only assume he has the night off because he’s drunk. The 
kind of drunk that loses interest in Charlene once he 
notices my eyes on his, hears my low growl warning him off, 
telling him to stay away from what’s mine. 


“You got a problem with your throat?” he drawls, a thick 
Southern accent that if he could, if he would write its 
essence down, would only spell one word. Asshole. 


“No,” I snarl, “You got a problem with your eyes?” 


The others at the table initially try and dissuade the 
crewman from starting anything, but he’s already started it 
as far as I’m concerned, leaving only me to finish it. 


Having checked the Captain is gone for the night, and most 
other passengers looking just as bombed under the guise of 
‘liveliness’, there’s soon an idea presented across the table 
that I should arm wrestle this young man, who fancies 
himself a bit of a strongman instead of trying to pick a fight. 


“Come on old man. Afraid I'll beat your ass,” he quips, 
rolling up his sleeve after taking his jacket off, “I might even 
have a little dance with your granddaughter afterwards, old 


n 


man. 


Another crew member cautions us both to keep things 
friendly, to which I offer him my best snarl, inviting him to 
join in the fun with his loud-mouthed friend. 


“Just an arm wrestle,” I assure him after he threatens to 
call security and I feel Charlene’s hands on my arm, pulling 
me down to her. Not to tell me to stop, but to tel me 
something else. 


“Just tell me you’d do this even if I wasn’t here,” she says, 
sounding frightened but thrilled at the same time. 


“Oh, ld be doing more than arm wrestling this guy if 
nobody else was around,” I assure her. 


“Outside,” the crewman slurs, and within a minute we’re at 
a table outside, a small crowd gathered and the other 
crewman acting as some sort of referee. 


Charlene doesn’t try and stop me, but only follows me, 
slipping her hand into mine just before I take my jacket off 
and loosening my shirt collar. I can hear some gasps from 
the crowd, which has started to grow. 


“Holy shit...” somebody murmurs, and I look over to my 
drunk challenger, who suddenly looks a little green, even in 
the soft light. 


I let him think he has a chance, even letting my arm sway a 
little this way, then a little that way, but once I see that 
prick's eyes move over to Charlene again, watching him lick 
his thick lips, I end it. 


I end him. His chicken wing arm anyway. 


The crowd gasps, but in horror as the younger man’s girlish 
scream echoes above the sound of the night. 


I’ve never arm wrestled before, but apparently I’m a 
natural. I’ve never broken a man’s hand before, nor his 
wrist and forearm, but there’s a first time for everything, I 
suppose. 


He’s carried off by his comrades to the medics and the 
remaining crowd is scornful of my act, one woman even 
branding me a coward, while most just tsk to themselves. 


“You didn’t have to hurt him,” Charlene says before turning 
away, leaning over a rail looking out over the dark ocean. 
The crowd disappears as quickly as it formed and I wait for 
a security detail which never arrives. A chilled wind makes 
me shudder, and my previous anger dissolves into regret as 
I go to Charlene, putting both my arms around her. 


Her body shaking with what I think must be bitter tears, 
but when she turns to kiss me, I can see she’s actually 
laughing about it. 


“T shouldn’t laugh.” 
“Td do it again,” I tell her, “ You’re mine, nobody else’s.” 


“I am,” she says proudly, “That I am.” And I scoop her up, 
carrying her back to my cabin. 


Our cabin, to continue what we should have instead of 
coming to a stupid dinner. 


CHAPTER ELEVEN 
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Fortunately, the Captain’s sympathetic to Max’s efforts at 
protecting my honor, and it’s the crewman who finds 
himself in hot water instead for making a guest 
uncomfortable. 


There’s also a few cases of food poisoning among the 
passengers at the Captain’s table the next day, including 
the Captain himself. Giving us both the perfect excuse to 
stay in our cabin as we only go along with the story as it's 
put to us both. 


Dad calls and then calls again, sounding more and more 
preoccupied with his own business problems every time we 
talk. The Captain filled him in on the run in Max had with 
the crewman and he only mentions how glad he was that 
Max was with me. 


I couldn’t agree with him more, and thank him again for the 
trip, and for having Max come with me. 


After a day or two the Captain inquires after us, but it’s 
agreed. We don’t ‘feel well enough’ to take him up on his 


hospitality, and he’s understandably disappointed but seems 
to have his own problems to contend with and for the rest 
of the week, right up until we dock in Tahiti, Max and I have 
nothing but the cabin and ourselves to ourselves. 


There’s plenty of what Max likes best with me going on, but 
we also find out how much we have in common in other 
areas too. 


There’s no better way to get to know if you like someone 
than being locked in a small room with them for almost a 
week. A bit like seeing how someone handles slow or no 
internet, it’s something all couples should use to temper 
their relationship. 


And after just a few days, we both feel closer than ever, 
nowhere near on each other’s nerves, which was a bit of a 
concern for me, I know I can be annoying sometimes. 


“Tt must’ve shrank,” Max muses, watching me with a 
beaming smile as I try to squeeze back into my fancy gown 
after a week of lying in bed, eating what we feel like and 
watching old movies in between doing what Max does best, 
making sure my toes curl at the right angle and touching 
the ceiling at least three times a day while I moan his name. 


“Tm bigger than ever...” I murmur, taking the dress off, not 
even wanting to look at myself in the mirror, but surprised 
when Max’s arms are around me from behind again. 


“T think you’re beautiful, Charlene,” he says, and I know he 
means it, he’s not just saying it. 


“T want to see you grow a whole lot bigger too,” he adds, 
making me flush with embarrassment, until I catch on to 
what I think he means. 


He raises his brows in answer to my questioning look. 


“That’s a strange proposal,” I tell him, and he frowns. 


“Who’s proposing?” he teases, winking at me. “All I’m 
saying is, that when you’re growing, when you’re eating for 
two... Pll have more of you to grab hold of, and I can’t wait,” 
he exclaims, his eyes getting wide and his hardness 
pressing into my back, proving to me he really does mean it. 


An announcement over the ship’s speakers lets us know 
we're docking in Tahiti and we’ll have a full day and one 
night in harbor. We can go ashore and take a tour, see the 
sights as long as we’re back on board before midnight. 


“Sounds exotic,” I hear myself telling Max, surprised at the 
doubt in my voice. 


“Some fresh air will do us both good,” he assures me, 
nuzzling my neck as I curl both hands around one of his 
biceps, letting my head fall back as I sight, perfectly 
content. 


“TIl go wherever you go, Max,” I tell him dreamily. 


The knock at my cabin door sounds familiar, I jump, 
clutching my robe close around my neck. 


Max’s eyes narrow on mine in the mirror, “What is it baby? 
It’s probably just the-” 


But the second knock changes his face too, making his jaw 
set like stone as he growls. 


It couldn’t be... How the... ? 


We’ve been using Max’s cabin, mine’s still made up shiny 
new from day one. The maid only blushing when she notices 
it’s the same every time she comes in. 


Max’s cabin on the other hand... 


The knock turns into a pounding, followed by the voice we 
both knew we’d have to deal with at some point, just not 
while we were still on our cruise. 


“Charlene... Charlie? Open up... Charlene!” 
Max wants to go, but I tell him not to. “PI go.” 


I knew it was coming and I only hope dad won’t get too 
crazy if I’m here with Max. 


But what in the hell is he doing here? 


Max fills the doorway between my cabin and his, not trying 
to hide anything. Ready to support me whatever happens. 


Taking a deep breath, I notice how much I’m shaking, 
wishing I’d let Max come to the door with me after all. 
Needing his big strong arms around me more than ever 
right now. 


Dad’s red-lidded eyes, damp with tears are the first thing I 
notice, then the Captain standing behind him with the maid, 
who mouths the word ‘sorry’ before slinking away. 


“TIl take it from here,” my dad says to the Captain, and with 
a stiff nod, he turns his attention back to me, shaking his 
head as he steps inside. 


“T was going to surprise you. I finished up the Taiwan deal 
early, had a big celebration planned... huge contract...” he 
says absently, sounding broken. Not even registering Max 
in the doorway a few feet away. 


“You did surprise me, dad,” I tell him truthfully, lightly 
hugging him and pecking his cheek, drawing a creased 
smile from him. 


“And me,” Max finally says, stepping forward and I hear my 
dad’s sharp inhalation as his eyes narrow on Max. 


“You... How... Dare youl” he roars, and I step back, feeling 
frightened all of a sudden. My dad’s never so much as 
raised his voice to anyone my whole life. His voice is deep, 
thick and filled with nothing but anger, hatred even. Not 
something I can associate with him. 


It doesn’t sound like my dad. 


Both his hands are fists and he waves them in the air in 
front of himself, trying to move over to Max, but only 
looking weaker with every step as he’s overcome with 
emotion. 


“How could you, Max? I told you, I trusted you... I asked you 
to look after the only thing that matters to me,” he sobs. 


By the time he reaches Max, whose hands are at his sides, 
he’s almost bent over with defeat. 


I wince as dad throws a punch, but it’s wide. Max doesn’t 
flinch but his own eyes soften for his friend. After a second, 
equally lame swing at him, Max opens his arms wide, 
motioning for my dad with his hands and holds him. Holds 
him tight while he lets out all his pain. 


I join them both, the three of us holding each other until my 
dad calms himself enough to realize that there’s nothing 
bad happening between Max and me, it’s not what he 
thought, it’s the opposite. 


“I did tell you I’d take care of Charlene, Mark... and I’m 
going to, for the rest of her life. But I’ll need your blessing,” 
Max says, his voice deep, powerful and clear. His eyes 
bright and true. 


I feel my own tears coming, but they’re tears of joy, hearing 
Max speaking like this, it’s too much. 


“T love you Max,” I say. For the first time I hear myself say it 
out loud and I’m not surprised at how strong I sound. 


“T love you,” Max says firmly, and taking my dad under one 
of his arms, he pulls me closer to him with the other. 


“How long...?” my dad asks, as if in a dream. “How long has 
this been going on? I have a right to know.” 


“Tve loved both of you like family as long as I’ve known you 
Mark,” Max says. “But it was at Charlene’s graduation, once 
I saw the beautiful, smart, grown up you helped her 
become that I realized I loved her in a different way. In a 
way that a man loves his wife.” 


A gasp escapes me and my dad groans, but he’s smiling 
through his tears now, reaching his hand out to mine and 
squeezing it, telling me softly that he loves me. 


“It’s not because you want to get back at me?” My dad asks 
hesitantly, and Max shakes his head. 


“Never. You’re a corporate player, Mark. I’m not. I know 
what I want in this life and I’m looking at it. I’d like to share 
our life with you, as my friend... just say the word... dad.” 


“T never could stay mad at you, Max... you’re so damned...” 


“Perfect,” I chime in, and we all hug tighter, Max’s huge 
arm around me, pulling me in close as he whispers into my 
ear, “Now, that’s a proposal... will you marry me?” 


Before I can even answer, my dad’s speaking for all of us, 
sobbing the words ‘yes, yes... Yes!’ 


Looking Max in the eye, I tell him myself, “Yes. I will marry 
you, Max and I love you more than you'll know, with all my 
heart.” 


EPILOGUE 


ONE YEAR LATER 
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The cruise from Tahiti to New Zealand was as far as Mark 
had originally planned to go with Charlene, but we decided 
to go all the way to the end, to Australia and continue our 
adventure here. 


It’s taken almost the full year to settle the merger of my 
company, my former business into Mark’s. I was happy to 
settle for a lot less, but he insisted on a long fight, 
championing for a much better price from the board of 
directors. The company he’s now a major shareholder in, 
living his dream of executive power. 


And he can have it. 


Charlene and I were a little bit distracted... about nine 
months into our adventure, with the arrival of little Zoe. 


Turns out we got pregnant our first time, and we both 
agree that Zoe’s a miracle baby, giving us both that magic 
feeling of oneness, of family and togetherness we both felt 
that day, the day we both just knew she’d already started to 
make her way into the world. 


Into both our lives. 


“Its a lot of money,” Charlene reflects as leans into me, 
cradling Zoe in the crook of her arm as we look out over the 
property stretching all the way to the mountains. 


“Because it’s a lot of land,” I reason, “And it’s the only place 
I know you want us to be right now.” 


“T only want to if you want to,” Charlene insists and I have 
to consult with the real boss, I ask Zoe what she thinks, 
leaning my head down to her tiny frame, asking her in a 
whisper if she thinks we should buy the property we’ve 
been renting up until now. 


Zoe yawns and stretches a single tiny finger in the air, 
which I take in mine and kiss tenderly, feeling my lip 
tremble with emotion. 


“Alright, alright!” Charlene cries, punching my arm gently, 
her own eyes lined with silver tears. 


“T’d feel at home anywhere with you, Max... Zoe... But here. 
Here is special, isn’t it? I don’t know why but it just feels 
like we’re meant to be here, like we’ve come here for a 
reason. 


“Tam home when I look at you,” I tell her and with a shine 
in both our eyes, I hug Charlene as tight as I dare with little 
Zoe between us. 


“I could raise cattle... sheep...” I drift off, finally screwing 
my face up, remembering how hard it was for me to get 
used to changing soggy diapers. 


Charlene scoffs as loud as she dares, not wanting to wake 
Zoe, who’s already lost interest and gone to sleep like the 
little angel she is. 


“T was thinking more like raising a few more of these...” 
Charlene says, glancing down at Zoe, glowing with pride 
and making me see that’s a much better prospect. 


“Its Zoe’s nap time, isn’t it?” I observe, lifting a brow as 
Charlene flushes at the thought I know we're both sharing. 


“Won’t you ever get tired of me?” she asks feebly, “what 
about all that baby weight I never lost... all the mood 
swings...” she says, trying to create an argument she knows 
she can’t win. 


“Keep talking,” I tell her, taking her gently from behind in 
my arms, walking with her to Zoe’s crib. 


“The cravings... and those breathing classes you thought 
were so stupid, I ended up biting you remember?” 


I nod slowly, my grin forming into a huge, beaming smile. 
“Keep going, this is getting better by the minute...” I 
murmur in a husky tone, turning her to face me once Zoe’s 
safely laid down asleep. 


I hold Charlene’s face with both my hands, then run them 
down her body and over her belly, resting both my hands 
over her middle. 


“T think... right... about... here is a good place to start,” I 
say with conviction, nodding firmly as she rolls her eyes 
before we both collapse into each other’s arms, laughing. 


“T love you, Max,” she says, tracing her hands over my arms 
as they flex to hold her tighter, draw her closer to me. 


It’s something I’ll never tire of hearing and when it’s 
followed by one of her kisses, it’s like that first kiss all over 
again. The graduation kiss I’m glad I never gave her when I 
thought I wanted to, because it was saved for some other 
time. 


Something way better. 
The kiss that would land her in my arms forever. 


Mine. 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 
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( harlene 


“Pm not worried, Charlene. Are you?” 


I tell Max I’m not, but he can see Iam as much as I can hear 
it in my Own voice. 


“I just want us to be happy,” he tells me and I know he 
means it. I know we already are happy. 


“But it’s more than a year now... and god knows, it’s not 
like we aren’t trying... I mean, it is how babies are made 
isn’t it?” I ask, laughing softly as he blushes, still surprised I 
can shock him occasionally. 


“C’mere,” Max says, and making sure Zoe’s isn’t going 
anywhere, I nuzzle into him, breathing him in and resting 
my head against his arm. 


My rock. 
My man. 


“When we do it...” he starts, “Do you think about making a 
baby every time?” he asks, making me snort when I laugh 


out loud. 


“Max, I’m not five. No! I don’t think about making a baby 
every time... Jeez, where’d you get that from?” 


“My point is,” he says matter of fact, “that just like Zoe, 
we'll have our next when they’re ready to come into the 
world, and we don’t have to do anything different. We just 
have to wait for the rest of the family to arrive... Speaking 
of which...” he murmurs. 


My cell phone is ringing and Max grabs it while I tend to 
Zoe, We’re both expecting dad to call anyway. 


He keeps promising to come out and visit, but it’s nearly 
been two years since he went home and only video calls as 
any real quality time with his granddaughter. 


But this month, he’s coming out. He really is and I can’t 
wait to see him and neither can Max. 


Things were tense before they got easier, between Max and 
my dad. Dad was fine with things, right up until the 
wedding, which we had without any fuss and he complained 
he was missing out on his daughter’s big wedding day. But 
even dad agrees, that from what he’s seen for himself and 
heard from us over the phone, he knows Max is the best 
man for the job of looking after his daughter. 


Max reminds his best friend of his solemn duty to visit us all 
before passing him over to me. 


Listening to dad recount his plans for coming down in a few 
weeks, I glance over the calendar I’ve been marking off, 
timing my cycle. 


Not because I think there’s anything wrong, but just 
because I need to make sure nothing is wrong. 


My heart flutters, then skips a beat as I realize I’m late. 
Like over a month late. 


Has it been that long? I check back over the previous 
month, “Yes, dad I am listening, I can do more than one 
thing at a time y’know.” 


I do some math in my head, counting off the squares and 
bite my lip, the flutter in my heart starts to pound and I feel 
a flush of excitement ripple through my whole body, my 
hand absently cradling my belly. 


Making sure Max is busy with something else, I duck into 
the bathroom real quick to check my supplies. 


Still got plenty left. 


“Nothing dad... uh huh... yes, I am listening... No, Max is 
down on the other end of the house, we don’t do that when 
you’re on the phone dad... gross...” 


I’m not sure if dad sounds more trying today than any other, 
or if it's just because I really have something to do right 
now, but I wind our conversation down and have him 
promise me again that he really is coming and I believe him 
when he tells me he is. 


“Three weeks, honey. I can’t wait. I’ll catch Max later if he’s 
busy right now, you just take care of yourselves down there 
and IIl see you real soon... Love you honey.” 


It’s great talking with dad, and I almost feel guilty for 
cutting it short, but I suddenly have to use the bathroom. 


“Max? Honey? Can you watch Zoe for a minute...?” 


Max frowns, feigning insult that I’d even have to ask him. 
He scoops up Zoe into his arms and starts to blow 
raspberries onto her neck and chest until she’s squealing 
with laughter. 


I almost squeal out loud myself, excited at the prospect of 
another test, another chance. 


It doesn’t feel like so long ago since the last one, but it has 
been. 


My hands are shaking, then I can’t go. It’s like I’ve gone pee 
shy for the first time over the test. 


C’mon... C’mon... 
Finally. 


I can hear my heartbeat in my ears, suddenly anxious like 
never before, I feel like everything is riding on this one test 
for some reason, like something magical could happen, like 
it did with Zoe. 


The wind chime outside bothers me, making me realize how 
long a few minutes is when you’re waiting for something 
like this. 


The breeze through the window is dry. But as it hits my 
cheek, it feels damp. 


Like a little wet kiss. 


At that same moment, I watch the pregnancy test strip turn 
blue. 


My scream sees Max lifting the bathroom door from its 
hinges, hanging in one hand as he holds Zoe safely in his 
other arm, his worried face melting with relief once he sees 
me holding up what I know he’s been wishing for as much 
as I have. 


“See?” he tells me, setting the door down and taking me 
under his big strong arm, cradling me and Zoe and baby 
makes three with his whole body. 


“We’re gonna have another baby,” hear myself saying, tears 
of joy streaming down my face, kissed away by Max as I 
fight Zoe for the pregnancy test, which she’s trying 
desperately to play with. 


Max leads us out to the porch and setting himself down in 
the huge swing chair, he sets us on his lap, both arms 
holding us close to his heart. My big alpha male, with his 
big alpha arms. 


“T love you baby,” Max says, his voice shaking. 


“Mama... Dada...” Zoe says softly, almost so soft we don’t 
hear, but they’re her first words ever. 


Her most precious words and the only two words that 
match so perfectly with “I love you...” 
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